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CHAPTER I.
Hampton, of Placer.

It was not an tncommeon tragedy of
the west [f slightest chronicle of it
survive, It musi be discovered among
the musty aund nearly forgottem rec-
ords of the Eighteenth regiment of io-
fantry

Yet the tale iz worth telling now,
when such days are past and gone
There were 18 of them when, like so
many hunted rabbits, ware first
securely trapped among the frowning
vocks, and forced relentlessaly back-
ward from off the narrow trafl until
the precipltous canyon walls finally
halted their disorganized fNight, and
from sheer nocessity compelled o rally
in hopeless battle. Sixteen —ten In-
fantrymen from old Fort Bethune, un-
der command of Syd. Wyman, a gray-
headed sergeant of 30 years' continu
ous service in the regulars, two cow-
punchers from the XL~
stranger who he joined
vited at the for
together wit
trader, and hi

Bixteen—but that was
fore, and In tl 1ernwl
of those spe
found softer b
rocks Six
roeads dead two

they

silent ch

stretched in ghastly
fall
Then the taciturn
den utterance to &
burst art
beard
ing the [girl
Eight ren

remainder i A

foot, with guns £ to their shoul
ders w wis somowhat in ad
vance, walkin begide the stranger
the latter & man of uncertain age
smoothly shaven, qu dressed In
garments bespeaking an eastern tailor,
a bit grizzled of hair along the tom
ples, and possessin s palr of ol
gray eyes. He had introduced ]

by the name of H:
unteerad no furt
was It
question Ir

Hampton,
SAAY CcOonversat
the sergeant an |
seasing some knowledge of literature
They had discussing books with
rara enthuslasm, and the former had
drawn from the concealment of an
inner pocket a d nutive copy of “The
Merchant of Venice,” from which he
was reading al a disputed passage,
when the faint trall they followed sud
denly dlpped into the yawning mouth
of a biack canyon. It was & narrow,
gloomy, coetracted gorge, a mere gash
between those tuwering hills shadow
fng Its depths on either hand, A swilt
mountain stream, noisy and clear as
erystal, dashed from rock to rock close
beside the more northerm wall, while
the {ll-deflned pathway, strewn with
bowlders and guarded by underbrush,
elung to the opposite side, where low
scrub trees partially obscured the
view,

All was ellent as death when they
entered, yet they had barely advancad
a short hundred paces when those ap-
parently bare rocks in fruat flamed
red, the narrow defile echoed to wild
screeches and became instantly crowd-
ed with weird, leaping figures. It was
like a plunge from heaven into hell
Blaine and Endicott sank at the first
fire, while Wyman's stricken arm
dripped blood. Indeed, wunder that
sudden shock, he fell, and was barely
rescued by the prompt action of the
man beside him. Dropping the opened
book, and firing madly to Jeft and
right with a revolver which appeared
to spring into his hand as by magic,
the latter coolly dragged the fainting
soldier across the more expaosed space,
until the two found partial security
among a mass of loosened rocks litter.
tng the base of the precipice. The
others who survived that first scorch-
ing discharge also raced toward this
same shelter, impelled thereto by the
wnerring Instinet of border fighiing,
and flinging themselves fat behind
protecting bowliders, began responding
to the hot fire ralned upon them.

Scattered and hurried as these first
wolleys were, they proved sufficlent to
sheck the howling demons in the open.
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intelligent mi

been

only » moment before thronged the
marrow gorge, leaping crasily In the
riot of apparent victory, suddezly
melted from sight, slinking down into
leafy coverts beside the stream or into
holes among the rocks, like so many
vanishing prairie dogs. Now and then
a sinewy brows arm might lscautious
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< B savag® watchers A long
walling of agony from out the
thick da N 1 the i 4 yedr
fArst west rer, while Casay, of the
| “XL.,” crept slowly, painfully back
with an Indian bullet em je
| ia his shoulder. Just b
ing of dawn, Hampton
ing a word, calmly turned r
of his tightly butt i cont, 50 as
better to concenal the white coliar he
wore, gripped his revolver between his
teeth, and erept like sor wriggling
scake among the black rocks and
through the dense under sh In
search after water, By = racle
of divine merey ha was po 0
pass unscathed came awling

cfiff, directed the movements of his
little command calmly and with sober
military judgment. Little by little, un-
der protection of the rifles of the three
clvillans, the uninjured infantrymen
crept cautlously about, rolling loosened
bowlders forward into position, until
they finally succeeded in thus erecting
& rude barricade between them and the
enemy. The wounded who courd be
reached wore laboriously drawn back
within this Improvised shelter, and
when the black shadows of the night
finally shut down, all remalning alive
ware once more ciustered together,
the injured iving moaning and ghastly |
beneath the overhanging shelf of rock, |
and the girl, who poasessed all the pa
tient stolclsm of frontler tralnlng, rest
ing in silence, her widely opened eyves
on those far-off starz peeping above
the brink of the chasm, her head pil-
cn old Gillls" knee

Twice during the long night volun-
to plerce those

lowod

MHampton Fired Madiy Right and Left.

and

back, a dozen
dangling across
llke nectar to those parche
but of food barely

illed canteens

remalned the haver

sacks
The second day drageged onward, Ita
hours bringing no change for the het.

ter, no relief, no slig st ray of hope. !

The hot sun seorched them pitilessly,
and two of the wounded died delirious
From dawn to dark there came no

slackening of the savage watchfulness
which held the survivors helpless be
hind their coverts. The merest up-
ifting of a head, the slightest move
ment of & band, was sufMiclent to dem
onstrate how sharp were those savage
eyos,

Another long, black night followed,
during which, for an hour or so In
turn, the weary defenders slept, toss
ing uneaslly, and disturbed by fearful
dreams. Then gray and solemn, amid
the lingering shadows of darkness,
dawned the third dread day of un-
equal confliict. All understood that it
was destined to be thelr last on this
earth unless help came.

For two days Wyman had scarcely !
stirred from where he lay bolstered
‘against the rock. Sometimes he be-
came delirious from fever, uttering In-
cohsrent phrases, or swearing In pitl.
ful weakness. Agzin he would par-
tizlly arouse to his old sense of sol-
dierly duty, and assume (ntelligent
command. Now he twisted painfully
about upon his side, and, with clouded
ayes, sought to discern what man was
lylng next him. The face was hidden
50 that all he could clearly distingulsh |
was the fact that this man was not |
clothed as & soldier.

“ls that you, Hampton? he ques-
tioned, his volce barely audible.

The person thus addressed, who was
lying flat upon his back, gazing sl
lently upward at the rocky front of
the cliff, turned cautiously over upon

his elbow before vemturing reply. ‘

“Yes; what is It, gergeant? It looks

There was & hearty, cheery ring to
his clear voice which left the pain- |
racked old soldier envious.

“My QGod!"” he growled savagely,
“"Tis likely to be the last any of us
will aver see. Wasn't it you I heard

know they employed musie at both

! & doubt.

“To be perfectly frank

peer down the line of recumbent fig-
ures.
¥ou, sargeant, the stuff bas held out
considerably longer than I believed it

with

would, judging from the way those |

take into the army. Oh, now,
needn't scowl at me like that,
man; I've worn the blue, and
some service where a fellow peed
be a man to eport the uniform.
sides, I'm not [ndifferent,

‘"dough boys' of yours kept vopplng at !
every shadow in front of them.
A marvel Lo me, the mution-heads they

it's

you
“'Y' |

seen |
ed to |
Be- ;

old chap, !

and just mso long as there remninedi

any work worth atiending to In
skirmishing affair,

this |

1 did it, dida't 17|

But 1 tell you, man there 1s mighty l!l-[

tle good trying to buck against

and when Luck once finally lets
& victim, he's bound to drop str
to the bottom before he stops.
the sum and substance
philosophy, old fellow,
never kick simply becanse things
pen to go wrong. What's the
They'll go wrong just the same.

sequently, upheld by my
philosophy, I'm merely holding

that little girl out yonder.”

These words were uttered slowly,

the least touch of a lazy drawl a

earmest simplicity pervading

speech which somebhow gave It

rressiveness. The man meant ex

]' what he sald, beyond the possibility of
The oid soldier, accustomed
to every form of border eccentricity,

gazed at him with disapproval

Fate, |
go of |
alght |

That's |
of all
conseguently I

my

hap- I
usa?
Con- |

acquired

barck |

one shol for myself, as a sort of grand
finale tc this fandango, and another for

Ppar

ent In the low volee, yot there was an |

the
im-
actly

“Efther you're th st devil I've
met during 30 ye f soldiering.” he
commented, doubtfully, "or else the
craziest Who are you, anybhow? 1
half belleve you might be Bod Hamp
ton, of Placer.” |

The other emiled grimly. “"You have
the name tolera co t, old fellow
Ilkewize that 4 spot so lataly

honored by
you have

turn perfectly
information exte
dence | propose n«

my
gaoce

80

what haos

gnerret 1 pon

ber of Influent

Mae t

he city marsha

| and

other Nclal: expressad In

meeting 1 have decl:

ing at sage!

just

enes

\'l"...

the at

m ™ g | the i

b [ ¥y excit

abile and ecareless w r re-

Armas.” !
r 1 been listening |

The hell you say!™

truth, every word of

it. No wander you are shocked A |
fine state of affulrs, isn't It, when &'
plain-spoken, pleasant-mannored gen-
tleman, such &s [ surely am.—a un'.-l

ty graduate, by all the god he |

of a United Statea
scknowledged to be
maent of sclentific

ritory —ehould be obhl

e
.
iliged to h
cause of the threat of an

depraved mob
gled in front

the greatest
Xer in this ter

astily '
change his chosen place of abhode be

ignorant and
Ever have a rope dan
of your eyes, sergeant,

and a gun-barre! bitlng Into youor eheek

at the same time? Accept my
for it, the experience is trying o
nerves. Ran a perfectly @
teo, and those ducks
there’'s no true sporting spirit
this territory any more

gpilled milk s never worth
over, and Fate always

knew

50
contrly

stocks the cards to win.'

"A breath of good,
would serve Dbetter than
else.” groaned the sergeant

The gray evea resting though
on
came Instantly grave and earnes

word
n the

JUATE game,

but

left in
However,

bbing
¢ to

| play the flna! hand in any game, and

honest prayer
anything
soberly

ttully

the old soldier's haggard face be-

A

“Sincerely 1 wish | might ald yom

with one,” the man admitted, ™

but 1

fear, old fellow, any prayer coming
from my lips would never ascend very

far. However, 1 might try the

com-

fort of a hymn, and you wlll remembar

this oune, which, no doubt, you

have

helped to sing back In God's country.”

There was & moment's

hushed

pause, during which a rifle eracked

sharply out in the ravine;

then the

reckless fellow, his head partially sup-
ported agalcit the protecting bowlder,
lifted up a fuil, rich barytone in rendl-
tion of that hymn of Christian falth—

“Nearer, my God, to Thee!
Nearer to Thaee!

E'sn though it ba & cross

*  That ralseth me,

Still all my so shall be,

Nearer. my . to Thae!
Nearer te Thee."

Glazed
cautiously toward the singer a

and wearled eyves glanced

round

the edges of protecting rocks; fingers

loosened their grasp upon the riff

e bar-

rels; smwokebegrimed cheeks became
molst; while Jips, a moment before
profaned by oaths, grew sllent and
trembling. Out in fromt a revengeful
brave sent his bullet swirling just

above the singer's head, the

sharp

fragments of rock dislodged falling in
a shower upon his upturned face; but
the fearless rascal sang serenely on

to the end, without a quaver.

“Mistake it for a death song likely,”
le remarked dryly, while the last
clear, lingering note, reechoed by the
cliff, died reluctantly away in softened
cadence. “Heautiful old song, ser
geant, and I trust hearing it again has

done you good. Sang It once

church way back in New England.
But what is the trouble? Did you call

me for some special reasen?™

“Yes,” came the almost gruff re-

sponse; for Wyman, the fever

steal-

fng back upon him, felt half ashamed
of his unshed tears. “That is, pro-
vided you retain aufficlent sense to

listen. Old Gillls
behind

was shot over an

Bx

CHAFTER 11,
Old Gillis’ Girl,

Gulded by ths unerring instinct of
an old Indian fighter, Gillls, during
that first mad retreat, had dlmumll
temporary shelter behind one of the
largest bowiders. It was a trifie in|
advance of those Iater rollod Into posi- |
tion by the soldlers, bit was of a size |
and shape which should have afforded
ample protection for two, and doubt-
less would bave done so had it not
been for the firiug from the cliff op-
posite. Even then It was a deflected
bullet, glancing from off the polished |
surface of the rock, which found lodg-
ment in the sturdy old fighter's brain.
The girl had canght him as he feoll, had
wasted all her treasured store of wa-
ter in a vain effort to cleanse the blood |
from hls features, and now sat there, |
plilowing his Mead upon her knee, al-|
though the ald man was stone dead ;
with the first touch of the ball. That
bad occurred fully an hour before, but |

| she continued In the same posture, a |

grave, pathatie figure, her face sobered |
and careworn beyond her years, her
eyes dry and staring, one brown hand
grasping unconsciously the old man's
ussiess rifle. She would scarcely have
been esteemed attractive even under
much happler circumstances and as
sisted by dress, yet there was somne-
thing In the independent polss of her
head, the steady fNx~dness of her pos-
ture, which served to loterest Hamp-
ton as he now watched her curiously.

“Fighting blood” he muttered ad-
miringly to himself. “Might fall to

develop Into very much of a wnr'le'.:ri
bell, but likely to prove valuable out |
here.™

S8he was rather a slender slip of al
thing, a trifie too tall for her years, |
perhaps, yet with no lack of develop- |
ment apparent in the slim, rounded |
figure. Her coarssa home-made dress
of dark csalico fNited her sadly, while !
her rumpled halr, from which the
broad-brimmed had fallen, pos-
aessed a reddis! pper tinge where
it was touchoed by the sun. Mr. Hamp
ton's survey d nerease his de-
sire for more i: ite acquaintance-

“If | Select Yeour Bullet Rather Than
the Rocks, What Then?

|
|
Ii “Take a drink of this™

| of his volce

mark the dellcate shapeliness of her
hand
| “If that old fellow was her father,”
he reflected soberly, "1 should like to
| have seen her mother”

“Toank you,” she sald simply, hand
ing back the cantecn, but without 14t
ing her eves ageln to his fuce | was
so thirsty H I e, endeavor
ing 1o be poll enouch. cont
note of encouragement

“Was Gllls your father?™ the man
question deter to make her
recognul bis pre

*1 suppose s0; n't know."

“You don't know? Am 1 to under-
stand you are actually uncertain

malned unlowered ~— ~ -

“You may stay,” she asserted, so-
berly. “Only don’t touch me’ '

No one could ever realize how much
those words hurt him. Not until he
had eompletely conquered his first un-
wise impulse to retort angrily, did he
venture again to speak.

“1 hope to aid you in getting back
beside the others, where you will be
less exposed."

“Will you take him?"

“He is dead,” Hampton ezid, sober-
1y, “and I can do nothing to ald him.
But there remalns & chance for you
to escape.”

“Then I won't go,” she declared,
positively.

Hampton's gray eyes looked for a
long moment fixediy into her darker
ones, while the two took mental stock
of each other. He realized the utter
futility of any further argument, while
she felt instinctively the cool, domi-
pating strenglh of the man. Nelther
was composed of that poor fiber which
bends. -

“YVery well, my young lady.” he sald,
easlly, stretching himself! out more
comfortably in the rock shadow, “Then
I will romain here with you; It makes
amall odds.”

Excepting for one Lasty, puzzled
glance, she did not delgn to look again
toward him, and the man rested mo-
tionless upon his back, staring up at
the sky. Finally, eurlosity overmas-
teied the actor in him, and he turned
partially upon one side, so as to bring
ber profile within his range of vision
Her dark, glowilng eyes were lowered
upon the white face of the dead man,
yet Hampton noted how clear, In spite
of sun-tan, were those tints of health
upon the rounded cheek, and how soft
and gloasy shone her wealth of rum-
pled bair. Even the tinge of color, 8o
distastefc] in the full giare of the sun,
appeared to have darkened under
the shadow, Its shade framing the
downcaast face Into a pensive fairness
Then he obsarved how idry and
parched her lips were
he Insisted
heartily, holding out toward her as he
spoke hiz partially Alled canteen

Eha started at the unsxpected =ound
yet upiifted the welcome
water to bher mouth, whiie Hampton,
oheserving It all closely, could but

re-

whether this man was your father or
not™

“That is about what T sald, wasn't
ft? Not that it s auy of your busl
neas, 80 far as I know, Mr. Beb Hamp-
ton, but | answeared you all right. He

ehip, yel be recognized anew her un-
doubted clalm upon him

“Suppose | might just as waell drop !

eut that way as any other,” he reflect.
ed, thoughtfully, “It's all in the game.”

Lying fat upon his stomach, both
arms extended, he slowly foreed him
self beyond his bowlder into the open.
There was no great distance to be
traversed, and a conslderable portion

of the way was somewhatl protected
by low ishes, Hampton took fow
chances of those spylng eyes above,

nevar uplifting his head the smallest
fraction of an Inch, but reaching for
ward with blindly groping bhands,
caught hold upon asy projecting root
or stone which enabled him to drag
his body an ineh farther. Twice they
fired directly down at bim from the
opposite summit, and once a fleck of
sharp rock chipped by a glancing bul
let, embedded {tself in his cheek, dye-
ing the whole side of his face crimson.
But not once did he pause or glance
aslde; nor did the girl look up from
the Imploring face of her dead. As he
crept sllently in, sheltering himselt
next to the body of the dead man, she
percalved his presepce for the frst
time, find shrank back &s If In dread.

“What are you dolng? Why—why
did you come here? she questioned, a
falter in her volce; and he noticed that
her eyes wers dark and large, ylelding
a marked impress of beauty to her
face,

“I was unwilllng to leave you here
alone,” he answered, quietly, “and hope
to discover zome means for gelting
you safely back beside the others.™

“But I didn't want you,” and there
was & look of positive dislike in her
widely opened eyes,

“Dldn’t want me? He echoed these
unexpected words In a tone of com-
plete surprise. “Surely you could not
deslre to bLe left here alone? Why
didn't you want me?”

“Becauss | know who you are!” Her
volce seemed to cateh in her throat.
“He told me. You're the man who
shot Jim Eberly.”

Mr. Hampton was never of & pro-
mounced emotional nature, nor was he
& person eagily disconcerted, yet he
flushed at the sound of these impul-
sive words, and the confident smile de
serted his lips. For a moment they
sat thue, the dead body lylng between,
and looked at each other. When the
man finally broke the constrained sl
lence & desper intomation had crept
into his volce.

“My girl,” he sald gravely, and not

brought me up, and I ealled him ‘dad’
about as far back as | can remember,
but I don't reckon as he ever told me
he was my father. So you can under-
stand just what you please.”

“His name was Gillis, wasa't 1t

The gir! nodded wearlly.

“Post-trader at Fort Bethune?

Again the rumpled bead silently me-
quiesced

“What is your name?"

“He always called me ‘kid,’"™ she
admitted unwillingly, "but 1 reckon if
you have any further occasion for ad-
dressing me, you'd better say 'Miss
Gills* ™

“Heaven preserve me'” he ex-
claimed good natnredly, “but vou are
certainly laying it on thick, young
lady! However, 1 bhelleve we might

become good friends If we ever have
sufficient Juck to get out from this
hole allve. Darn If 1 don't sort of cot-
ton to you, little girl—you've got some
sand.”

For a brief gspace her truthful, angry
eyes rested scornfully upon his face,
her llps parted as thongh trembling
with a sharp retort. Then she delib-
erately turned her back upon him
without uttering a word.

For what may have been the first
and only occaslon in Mr. Hampton's
sudacious career, he realized his utter
belplessness. This mere slip of a
red-beaded girl, this little nameless
walf of the frontier, condemned him
80 completely, and without waste of
words, as to leave him weaponless.
. Mr. Hampton was a thorough-going
sport, and no quality was quite so apt
to appeal to him as dead gameness.
He glanced surreptitiously aside at
her once more, but there was no sign
of relenting in the averted face. He
rested lower against the rock, his face
upturned toward the sky, and thought.

rise to his reckless speech of an hour
previous. It was slmply a spontaneous
outpouring of his real nature, an un-
premeditated expression of that su-

It was no spirit of bravado that gEave
, termined countenance a Inflexible re-

fifng Geblud a chacs, evéry{lilug Ta-
fore worthless,—for years he had been
actually seeking death; a hundred
times he had giudiy marked Its ap-
parent approach, a smile of welcome
upon his lips. Yet it had never quite
succeeded in reachiog him, and noth-
ing had been gaindd beyond a reputa-
tion for cool, reckless daring, which
he did not in the least covet. But
now, miracle of all miracles, just as
the end seemed actually attained,
seemed beyond any possibllity of be-
Ing turned aside, he hegan to experi-
ence a desirs to live—he wanted to
save this girl

His keenly observant eves, trained
by the exigencies of his trade to take
note of small things, and rendered
eager by this newly awakened ambi-
tion, scanned the clilf towering above
them. He percelved the extreme ir-
regularity of its front, and numerous
peculiarities of formation which had
escaped him hitherto. Suddealy his
puzzled face brightened to the birth of
an idea. By bheavens! It might be
done! Surely it might be done! Inch
by Inch he traced the obscure passage
secking to Impress sach faint detail
upon his memory—that narrow ledge
within easy reach of an upstretched
arm, the sharp outeropping of rock-
edges here and there, the deep gash
as though some glant ax had cleaved
the #tone, those sturdy cedars growing
etralght out over the chasm like the
bowsprits of ships, while all along the
way. Irregular and ragged, varied rifta
not entirely unlike the steps of a crasy
staircase.

The very conceptlon of such an ex-
ploit caused his flesh to creep, But he
was not of that clazs of men who fall
back dazed before the face of danger.
Again and again, led by an impulse
he was unable to reszist, he studled |
that precipitous rock, every nerve |
tiugling to the newborn hope. Uodl
helping them, even so desperate &
deed might be accomplished, although |
It would test the foot and nerve of a |
Bwiss mountalneer. He glanced again
uneasily toward his companion, and
saw the same moUonless figure, the
same somber face turned deliberately
away. Hampton did not amile, but his
square jaw set, and he clinched hin |
hands. He had no fear that she might |
fall him, but for the frst time in all |
his life he questioned his own courage. |

CHAPTER L. I
Between Life and Death.

The remainder of that day, as well
as much of the gloomy night follow- |
Ing, composed a sl t, lingering hor- |
ror. ‘The flarce pangs of hunger no
longer gnawed, but a dull apathy now |
held the helpless defenders, ]
the wounded dled, a mere lad, sobbing
pitifully for bkis mother; an infantry- |
man, peering forth from his covert, !
had been shot in the face, and his!
scream echoed among the rocks in
multiplies accents of agoay; while
Wyman lay toasing and moaning, mer- |
eifully unconscious. The others rested
fu their places, scarcely vanturing to
stir a limd, thelr roving, wolfish eves |
the only visible evidence of remalning
lite, every hope vanliashed, yet each
man clinging to his as=zigned post of
duty in desperation. Thera was but
little fAring—the defenders nursing
tle2ir slender stock, the savages bl
ding thelr time. When night skhut down
the latter became bolder, and taunted
cruelly those destlned to become so |
soon thelr hapless victims. Twice the
meddened men fired recklessly at
those dancing devils, and one pitched |
forward, emitting a how! of pain that
caused his comrades to cower once
agalu behind thelr coveras. One and
all these frontiersmen recoguized the
inevitable—Dbefore dawn the end must |
come. No useless words were spoken; |
the men merely clinched thelr teeth
and wa'ted

Hampton crept closer in beslde the |
girl while the shadows deepened, and |
veantured to tonch her hand. Pechaps |
the severs strain of thelr situation,
the intense loneliness of that Indlan-
baunted twilizht, had somewhat soft-
ened her resentment, for she made no
affort now to repulse him.

“Kid,” he sald at last, “are you game
for a try at getting out of this?™

She appeared to hesitate over her
answer, and he could feel her tumultu-
ous breathing. Some portion of her
aversion had vanished.

“Come, Kid,” he ventured finally,
yot with new assurance vibrating in
his low wvalce; “this ls surely a poor
time and place for any indulgence in
tantrumes, and you've got more senge.
I'mm going to try to climb up the face
of that cliff yonder,—it's the only pos-
sgible way out from here,—and I pro- !
pose to take you along with me.”

She sanatched her hand roughly
away, yet remained facing him. “Who
gave you any right to decide what 1
should do?"

The man clasped his fingers tightly
about her slender arm, advancing his i
face until he could look squarely into
hers. She read in the llnes of that de-

One of

solve which overmastered her.

“The right given by Almighty God
to proteet any ome of your sex In
peril,” he replied. “Before dawn those
savage fiends will be upon us. We are
utterly helpless. There remains only
one possible path for escape, and I be- |
lileve I have discovered it. Now, my
€ither elimb those rocks with

or kill you where you are.
is that, or the Sloux torture. I have

the
come for deciding which of these
alternatives you prefer.”
“It 1 select your bullet rather than
the rocks, what then?"
“You will get it, but in that case you
will dfe iike a fool.”
“You have belleved me to be one,
all this afternoon.”
“Possibly,” he admitted;

, ward from rock to rock.

Never Once Did the Man Locsen His
Grasping Grip of His Companion.

“Come ob, then,” he whispered, his
fingers grasping her sleeve.

She shook off the restraining touch
of his hand as if it were coatamination
and sank down upon her knees beslde
the inert body. He could barely per-
celve the dim outlines of her bowed
figure, yet never moved, his breath
perceptibly quickening, while he
watched and walted. Without word or
moan she bent yet lower and pressed
her lips upon the cold, white face.
The maa caught no more than the
faintest echo of u murmured “Good-
by, old dad: T wish 1 could take you
with me.” Then she stood stifily up-
right, facing him. "I'm ready now.” she
announced calmly. “You can go on
ahead.”

They crept among low shrubs and

| around the bowlders, carefully guard

ing every slightest movement lest
some rustie of disturbed foliage. or
sound of loosened stone, might draw
the fire of those keen watchers. Every
inch of thelr progress was attained
through tedious groping, ret the dis
tance to be traversed was short, and
Hampton soon found himself pressing
against the uprising precipice. Against
that background of dark cliff they
might venture to stand erect, the faint
glimmer of reflected light barely suff
clent to reveal to each the shadowy
outline of the other.

“Don’t move an inch from
he whispered. It wouldn't A square
deal, Kid, to leave those poor f{allows
to their death witLout eyen 1
them there's a chance to get out.™

She attempted no reply, as he glided
nolsclessly away, but her face, could
he have seen It, was not devald of ex
pression. This was an act of gener-
osity and delicerate courage of the
very kind most apt to appeal to her
nature, and within her secret heart
tieré was rapidiy developing a re-
épect for this man, who with such
calm assurance won his own way
Then, suddenly, that black curtain was
rent by jagged spurts of red and yel-
low flame. Dazed for an instant, her
heart throbhing wildly to the sharp
reports of the rifles, she shrank cower-
Ing back, her fasc'nated gaze fixed
on those Implike figures leaplng for-
Almont with
the flash and sound Hampton sprang
hastily back and gathered her in his
arms.

*Calch hold, Kid, anywhere; only go
up, and quick!™

Sho retalned no longer any mewm

ory of Hampton; her brain was com-
pletely terrorized. Inch by inch, foot
by foot, elinging to a fragment of rock
here, grasping a slippery branch there,
occasionally helped by encountering &
deeper gash In the face of the preci-
pice, her movements concealed by the
scattered cedars, she toiled feverishly
up. The first time she became aware
that Hampton was closely following
was when her feet slipped along a
naked root, and she would have
plunged headlong into unknown depths
had she not come in sudden contact
with his supporting shoulder. Faint
and dizzy, and trembling like a leaf of
an aspen, she crept forward onto a
somewhat wider ledge of thin rock.
and lay there quivering palnfully from
head to foot. A moment of suspense,
and he was outstretched beside her,
resting at full length along (he very
outer edge, his hand closing tightly
over har own.

“Remain perfectly gquiet,” he whis-
pered, panting heavily. *“We can be
no safer anywhere else.”

Shots and yells, the dull crash of
blows, the shouts of men angaged In
& death grapple, the sharp crackling
of innumersble rifies, the Inarticulate
moans of paln, the plercing scream of
sudden torture, were borne upward
to them from out the blackness. All
at once the hideous uproar ceased with
a final yelping of triumph, seemingly
reechoed the entire length of the
chasm, in the midst of which one sin-
Ele volce pleaded pitifully,—only to
die away in a shriek. The two agon-
fzed fugitives lay listening, thelr ears
stralned tc catch the slightest sound
from below. Hampton’s ears could dis-
cern evidences of movement, and he
heard guttural volces calling at a dis-
tance, but to the vision all was black.

Iy into the black void, his thoughts
upon other days. His features were
drawn and haggard




